THE  CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS    -

hands, and their heads drooped on their breasts, and
they closed their heavy eyes; and they dreamed of
bright still gardens, and of slumbers under murmuring
pines, till all their toil seemed foolishness, and they
thought of their renown no more.

Then one lifted his head suddenly, and cried,
"What use in wandering for ever? Let us stay here
and rest awhile." And another, "Let us row to the
shore, and hear the words they sing.*5 And another,
*CI care not for the words, but for the music. They
shall sing me to sleep, that I may rest/'

And Butes, the son of Pandion, the fairest of all
mortal men, leapt out and swam toward the shore,
crying, "I come, I come, fair maidens, to live and die
here, listening to your song. *'

Then Medeia clapped her hands together, and
cried, "Sing louder, Orpheus, sing a bolder strain;
wake up these hapless sluggards, or none of them will
see the land of Hellas more."

Then Oipheus lifted his harp, and crashed his
cunning hand across the strings; and his music and his
voice rose like a trumpet through the still evening .
air; into the air it rushed like thunder, till the rocks
rang and the sea; and into their souls it rushed like
wine, till all hearts beat fast within their breasts.

And he sung the song of Perseus, how the Gods
led him over land and sea, and how he sleW the
loathly Gorgon, and won himself a peerless bride;
and how he sits now with the Gods upon Olympus,
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